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It\'s a habit forming need for more and more... 


Author's Notes: 


A piece | wrote a while ago, for a friend. 


"Fucking take it.. come on.. come on." 

Every night it was the same, and fuck it but every night it was this good. Pompous arsehole, wandering around 
in front of you like he was God's gift to the earth - preaching and pontificating to the crowds of adoring fans. 
Everyone in that crowd wanted to fuck him - the girls, the boys, the couples. 

But it was his pretty face against the wall now, his jaw clenched in effort, that vein coming out of the side of 
his head, your hand all over his lean torso, biting into the sinew and muscle of his neck. And even then, even 
doing that, even about to be fucked raw by you, he couldn't let you be, wouldn't leave you alone. 


"Come on, you pussy.. are you going to fuck me or talk to me.?" 


He knew what it did to you, knew that when he growled like that, his voice low and suggestive, you fell over 


belt buckles, ripping at t-shirts. He knew it made you fuck him harder, and he liked that, his twisted Catholic 
guilt kicking in. And you knew, inside, that the day he wanted to stop, it would be you that was fucked. 


"Shut up." 


He had that high-pitched keening note that you loved so much, and you roughly took hold of his cock thinking 
about it, everything between you intense and heavy and silent apart from the rough breath that he spat out. 
If you thought too much about it, you knew it wasn't you that made him hard, wasn't you that had done this, 
but the fifty thousand people a night that screamed his name, Andy's sharp brilliance, and your heavy foot, 


but it didn't matter, because now it was your hand around him, and God you wanted more. 


"Beg" You couldn't help it, every time you couldn't, every time you berated yourself afterwards, but you 
wanted him to beg for you, cry out, do anything so that you know that you've got to him for just one brief 
moment. His back was the most perfect network of muscles you've ever seen, and you bit into his neck, 


tasting sweat and smelling the cloying musky flavour of his body. 


You ran your fingers up to that blonde mop of his tugging back his head, gratified with the sharp whimper of 
pain that left his mouth. It was a drug to you, better than the grams of cocaine you snorted between you 
each night, better than the alcohol which saturated your bloodstreams. His pain, his weakness, him breaking.. 


each time you needed a little more, needed it a little louder. 


"Fuck. Stewart!" You'd bitten too deeply, almost drawn blood, and he'd have to go around for days, marked by 
you. But he couldn't have it his way all the time.. couldn't tease you, taunt you with his body and his mouth 


and those eyes and then expect to get away unscathed. 
"Beg!" 


Your fist pushed into the small of his back, pushing him against the wall more, trapping him, your body 
between his legs, and you realised, even then, that it was you who was begging for it, begging for him. But you 
had to hear it, had to know that he wanted it as badly as you did. You were almost choking on your desire, and 
you slammed your fist into the wall by his head, 


"Fucking BEG!" 

"Stewart... please." 

There.. that was it. Your cue, your chance to do it, and you knew he'd be as sweet and hard and 
uncompromising as ever. All you could do was push into him, making him cry out, loud and clear as you fucked 
him, pushing your all into it like you did everything else, grunting with the effort, everything hard and animal 


and hungry. 


"Fuck.. yeah." 


He wanted it. He wanted you. You were inside him and it was right, it was good. Your head buried against his 
neck, feverishly kissing where it had bitten before, consuming him, knowing that in this mood neither of you 
would last long. You didn't need words any more, and just kept pushing into him, relentless, clutching him back 
against your chest. You looked across and could see in the mirrors of the changing room, Sting yet again being 


fucked, as his mirror counterpart cried out in silence. 


You didn't care who walked in on you, you could hear howling now, and you knew it as his. You wouldn't be able 
to stop, you can't stop, in years to come they'll ask and it will never be you that stopped, because in your 
head that makes you angry, so angry. You'll forever be stuck here, in him, around him, becouse you need him 
and he's never needed you. So you fuck him harder for it, desperate now, maintaining your silence as he cries 
out, because not only do his screams get you off, but at least here you can be strong. And because you're 


never quite sure what you might say if you did let yourself talk. 
"More... please.. baby.” 


He called you that when he was close to coming, when he was close to letting go, taking hold of your hard in a 
gesture of sentimentality that smacked across your frail nerves. Your knuckles were white, fingers laced with 


his, and you realised you were straining, desperate not to say anything, not to do anything. 
"Baby. fuck.. | love you.. | love you..” 


You had to think about everything to just keep it that little bit harder. How he never kissed you. How he 
belittled you in public. How he'd laugh with his wife, his girlfriend, his mistresses, his groupies, and then when 
he got bored would come to you. How he could look at you with so much contempt that you didn't quite know 
how you'd stand it. Each thought was a razor barb behind your eyes, making your fuck him harder, better, 
and giving him that much more. 


"Yes... yes... 
"Yes." 


One glorious, triumphant moment of ecstasy, as you held him against you, filling him, punishing him. Completing 
him. He took huge gulps of air, and you softly kissed the back of his neck, the one moment of tenderness you 
would allow yourself. He groaned as you pulled out of him, and reached for some tissues, clumsily trying to 


clean himself up, reaching for his trousers and pulling them up. 


He turned to face you, fastening his belt, and you could see your expressions reflected in the mirror - already 
he was aloof, distant, retreating back into himself. And you, you looked as guilty as hell. Because thats how it 


always was in this game, and you knew it. And you waited for what came next, even though every time it killed 


you. 


"Thank you." 


And with that, he left you alone in the empty changing room, with only the mirrors to taunt you. 


